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examine witnesses, placed me at a serious disadvantage. I alone
among the commissioners was without legal training, and it was
only at the combined request of my colleagues that I did not retire
at that point. I afterwards sincerely regretted that I had-not
done so.
My work in connection with the Palestine Commission .-of
Enquiry was, I think, the most thrilling event of my life, and I
shall always regard my visit to the Holy Land as a rare and rich
experience. The intelligent traveller from a Western land, who
visits Palestine for the first time, always provided that he has some
knowledge of its history, and possesses an alert imagination, cannot
fail to be deeply impressed by what he sees. Thoughts and feelings
are aroused in him which, notwithstanding his modern outlook and
social training, move him powerfully and surprisingly. All kinds
of hidden emotions assert themselves, some of them with a force
which challenges his settled intellectual judgments. That at least
was my personal experience. There was first of all the thrill of
being able to see with my own eyes the hills and valleys of a land
about which I had read and thought even more than about my, own
country, a land associated with the racial history of a great people,
and with the main sources of the Christian religion. What I saw
was all so new and yet so strangely familiar—it was almost like
meeting someone not seen for many years. There were times
when I felt that I must have been there before. I had heard of
Mount Zion, Mount Carmel, and the Mount of Olives before I
had heard of the hills and valleys of my native land, and in imagina-
tion I had walked on them a thousand times. The names of many
of the, towns and villages that I visited were as well known to me as
were those of Kent or Surrey, and my imagination played upon the
events that had rendered immortal the lakes and valleys that
I visited.
And the people of the Holy Land were of surpassing interest.
The young shepherd that I met upon the road might have been the
boy David engaged in the task of tending his father's flocks; and
that camel-driver looked much as the youthful Muhammad must
have appeared in his day, while the old man in his coloured tunic,
slinking in the shadows on his way to the Wailing Wall, resembled
closely a Jewish patriarch of ancient Jerusalem. Mental pictures
of this kind were not entirely fanciful, for the native people have
not substantially altered since the days of Herod, and their dress
and habits have withstood most of the assaults of time* The

